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Cooperation 


News that American Glass Pro¬ 
ducts has selected the City of Car- 
bondale for a new manufacturing 
facility is, of course, good news. 

The area has suffered the 
“Employment Blues” for too long. 

Since Tioga shut down its opera¬ 
tion on the West Side several years 
ago, the city has been searching for 
an industry to take over the vacant 
building. 

Now with the help of the Scranton 
Chamber of Commerce, the Car- 
bondale Area Chamber of Com¬ 
merce was able to attract the 
industry which will provide 48 jobs. 

The way the industry was lured to 
the city shows what cooperation 
between people, agencies, and busi¬ 
nesses can do. 

For too many years we have been 
asking — pleading might be a better 
word — for local residents to pull 
together and cooperate with the goal 
of making the area a better place to 
live, work, and play. 


Now we hope that this show of 
cooperation can be continued, with 
results which will reenforce that 
working together. 

Warning 

signs 


Last week we editorialized about 
driving carefully now that the school 
year is starting. 

This week we want to bring up the 
subject of warning signs. 

Several years ago it was brought 
before Carbondale City Council 
that warning signs be placed near 
city schools. These warning signs 
would be of the type with flashing 
yellow lights and flashing speed 
limit warning. 

As we recall, council was favora¬ 
ble toward the idea, but it was 
decided to contact the school district 
to see if the district would help foot 
the bill. 

After that we don’t remember 
what happened. 


, So... after several years’ time, we 
would like to remind our city and 
school district officials about this 
problem. 

In several local communities these 
warning signs help to slow the traffic 
during the hours when school child¬ 
ren are going to and coming from 
school. 

In fact, we urge our city fathers to 
look into this. 

Job 

well done! 


Another Pioneer Days week is 
done. 

And it was well done. 

Who will be able to forget the 
excitement created by the arrival of 
those celebrities for the parade? 

And the rides for the children and 
all the food and refreshment stands? 

In one short week an entire year’s 
work is culminated. That work was 
well worth it and it was appreciated 
by us here at the Mirror. 
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Library gets 
$500 donation 


The Carbondale Public Library recently 
received a donation of $535 from the East 
Side Baseball Association, Inc. 

This donation brought the total of the 
library’s annual fund drive to $11,700 
$2,300 short of the goal of $14,000. 

Donations are still being accepted for the 
drive and may be sent c/o the Carbondale 
Public Library. 


WELCOME TO THE third edition of the 
new Top of the Town column. 

And warning to those of you who are 
reading the column for the first time. Too 
much of this column can be harmful to your 
health. 

AFORE WE FORGET we want to say 
hello to all the wonderful people over at 
Waymart Knitting. 

That means Tom Rindock. Ethel Harri¬ 
son, John Skates. Bud Hilton. J.A..etc..etc. 

AFTER ALL, how can we ever forget all 
those wonderful mornings at 5. with the 
above mentioned crew trying to keep us 
busy. 

And how about that morning that Bud 
or was it Tom? — stuffed paper towels into 
our pair of gloves? We didn’t notice until the 
following morning when we went to put 
them on! 

JOKE FOR THE week is: Along with just 


MS. waters VS. 


about everyone else. Bill and Isabel are try¬ 
ing to economize. 

For starters, they redefined the "family- 
vacation. " They decided they can go west 
and stay with two cousins and a brother 
along the way. or head south and lay over 
with a sister’s family and a grandmother. 

DURING Ol R little trip throughout 
Europe and North America, we came across 
this little story from the Canadian Broad¬ 
casting Company: 

Fish get carsick. 

. Going from the hatchery to the lakes they 
actually get ill. 

Even to the point of throwing up — some¬ 
times so that the water in the holding tank 
becomes polluted and some of the fish die. 

But the fish people solved the problem by 
putting fish in tanks several days before 
transporting and by not feeding them so that 
their stomachs empty naturally... 


By NAN WATERS 

(Ed. note: The opinions expressed in this 
column are not necessarily those of the Car¬ 
bondale MIRROR and its staff, but are 
exclusively those of the author.) 

We have a friend, who had her kids at 
about age 30 and 31. who is wont to say, 
when the conversation warrants it. “I have 
great rapport with my children. There is 
absolutely NO generation gap.’’ 

Tell me about it, honey. There’s got to be 
That one generation — three decades is a 
more divisive chasm than you might think. 

Take, for example, popular music. 

We had occasion recently to attend a 
summer outing where a “big band" orches¬ 
tra, featuring music of the forties and fifties, 
was playing an open air concert. 

The silky, soothing sounds sifted through 
the summer evening ... tunes like “Moon¬ 
light Serenade,” “Moonlight Cocktail,’’and 
“String of Pearls." Glenn Miller sounds. Jan 
Garber music Boy. did it take us back to 
WW1I the forties ... high school proms 


HOWZA ABOUT THAT? 

GREAT SCOT! A PLANO’ howdy to 
our Texas readers. We ‘doug’deep into our 
hearts to send you these greetings. We have 
to tell you that we appreciate you or ‘elsa’ we 
would be lying to y'all. 

WE CAN’T BE held responsible for the 
above. Our brother Stephen came all the 
way down from the central part of the state 
just to type it. 

OUR CAR OF THE W EEK is the Mier 
introduced in 1908. We want so much to 
make a joke about that car’s name, but my 
ear would probably starting ringing. 

HOPE EVERYONE enjoyed the Pioneer 
Days celebration held in downtown Carbon¬ 
dale last week. We did. 

Until next year. Or is that next week? 


Letters to the editor 


and crepe paper streamers and our first 
orchid corsage. 

Most of the audience clustered around the 
mobile bandstand were of the forties and 
fifties vintage. A few of them limbered up 
their 50-plus joints and danced. Most of us 
just listened, relaxing and reminiscing. You 
could see the warm glow of nostalgia on the 
faces and lips of the listeners. They hadn't 
heard this beautiful blend of harmony in too' 
long. 

And then the kids ... the younger genera¬ 
tion ... strolled by. 

“What weird music!” one of them 
quipped. “It’s like Lawrence Welk without 
the champagne." “Boy, is this old! Square! 
Decrepit! You mean you really dig that 
OLD Stuff?” 

Yes, fellas, we do. And we did. We don’t 
dig “Bette Davis Eyes," and Yoko Ono wail¬ 
ing a memorial tribute to John Lennon. We 
like our music sweet and sad. And soft. It 
doesn’t have to be played at 16 decibels. No 
wonder are you ready ... 75% of all college 
freshmen have some hearing impairment. 


Letters to the editor of the Carbondale Mir¬ 
ror are invited from readers and non-readers 
alike. Fair play and accuracy are the bask 
guidelines. The name, address, and tele¬ 
phone number of the writer is requested, but 
will be withheld from publication should the 
letierwriter ask so and provide a good rea¬ 
son. The editors of the Mirror reserve the 
right to edit or reject any letter. 

Congratulations 

Mr. Paul Starzer 
Managing Editor 
The Carbondale MIRROR 
64 Fallbrook Street 
Carbondale. PA 18407 


Congratulations on your latest success. 
The Carbondale MIRROR. It’s very nice to 
have you back on the news scene in 
Carbondale. 


And, as one 1949 high school graduate com¬ 
mented to us at the concert, “Look at that 
Not an amplifier in sight!" 

Somewhere along the line the kids have 
come to equate loud with good. The louder 
the better. It’s almost as though they’re so 
busy living life in the fast lane that they have 
to be hit over the head with a sound before it 
gets to them. They have neither the time nor 
the inclination to stop and listen to the music 
... or to smell the flowers. 

Of course, there’s some fantastic modern 
80s music around. Personally, we’re hung up 
on Billy Joel’s “I Love You Just the Way 
You Are," and a recording Kenny Rogers 
made of “She Believes in Me." 

But for the most part, the screaming, fre¬ 
netic rotten roll sounds of the last two 
decades are not for us. And you just wait and 
see ... they won’t last. 

Glenn Miller will. 

Okay. You say we’re getting middle aged 
and square? 

Thank heavens! 


Reflections ... 


Sincerely yours, 
S. Robert Powell 
Post Office Box 161 
Carbondale. PA 18407 


How to survive 
Sir: 

In the event of a nuclear attack, after the 
nuclear missiles have reached their predesig¬ 
nated targets in the U nited States, only eight 
per cent of our land will be completely des¬ 
troyed (cities, missile centers, military bases, 
etc., according to government reports). This 
means that 92 per cent of our land will only 
receive fallout (miniature x-rays that can 
destroy living tissue) or maybe nothing at 
all. 

There may be a period of time before fal¬ 
lout arrives in our area due to the fact that 
the fireball (hot gases) created by the explo¬ 
sion rises to great heights and will be carried 
downwind by the upper air flow. Heavier 
fallout particles will fall to earth first and the 
lighter particles later. 

What can we do during this crucial 
period? If it is summertime, have one 
member of your family (after the 34-minute 
period that it takes the missiles to reach the 





THIS IS the 1932 graduating class of St. Rose High School taken, apparently, on the school 
grounds on Lincoln Avenue in Carbondale. Names are lacking this week. Last week’s 
Reflection photo had two of its people identified by Howard Wadsworth of Carbondale. 
They were Florence Russell, the teacher, and her brother Kenneth Russell. 


various parts of America) go out and dig up 
the lawn and throw dirt against all cellar 
windows. If it is winter time pile snow 
against the windows. 

If the ground is frozen and no snow, put 
heavy objects (wood) or dense materials 
against the windows because the more mate¬ 
rials you can place there the lower the radia¬ 
tion readings will be coming into the cellar 
from a horizontal position, (radiation trav¬ 
els in a straight line) 

The next step is to go down into the cellar, 
if on a public water system, and shut off the 
intake valve from the street; (particles that 
land in the reservoir will be sucked in to your 
home via the water main.) If you have your 
own well this is not necessary but be sure to 
have a portable generator that is vented 
properly, and the well covered properly so 
no fallout particles enter the water system. 

Next, go out and get the garbage can and 
dump the contents out, place a large leaf bag 
inside and take down the cellar for a toilet. 
Place bleach in this can every time it is used 
and tie firmly to keep bacteria to a 
minimum. 

Take the canned goods from the shelf and 
the cellarway and bring down stairs (cellar) 
along with a can opener! 

On the first floor of your home place the 
dining room table and china closet over the 
spot where you plan to be in the cellar. Make 
sure the spot is away from the windows and 
the cellar door. 

Go upstairs and do the same with your 
bed and dresser. If you have any heavy 
objects in the attic lay them down. This will 
provide density between you in the cellar 
and the fallout particles that land on your 
roof. (A slate roof will offer more protection 
than a shingle roof.) Take all sleeping bags 
and blankets with you along with a flashlight 
(that works) and ^k^attery radio. 

Be prepared to<^e in the cellar for at least 
two weeks! broadcasts will tell you 

when you can go upstairs briefly to bring 
down some forgotten items. If you have no 
cellar or live in a trailer then you should 
decide ahead of time what public shelter you 
should go to. 

These shelters may not be stocked with 
food but they will keep radiation damage to 
your body down to a minimum, (—you may 
have to bring your own materials, etc.) Song 
sheets and paper napkins are necessary items 
to boost morale and to allow people to han¬ 
dle items that may have fallout particles on 
them. (A very small percentage of people 
will have instruments.) If fallout particles 
land on the exposed parts of the body they 
can cause burns similar to fire burns. These 
burns come later! 

In America 110 million people would live 
in spite of themselves because they happen 
to inhabit the 92 per cent of the land that 
would receive only fallout or nothing at all. 
Slated to die would be 110 million Ameri¬ 
cans, because they live on the eight per cent 
of the land that would come under missile 
fire. 

If every man, woman and child would 
have the benefit of one hour’s instruction 
concerning radiation we could possibly save 
45 million of the 110 million slated to die in 
the case of a nuclear attack! 

People living in the fringe area (zones C 
and D) could save themselves if they knew 
what to do. If an attack should take place 
presently in the United States many people 
would go to their windows to watch follow¬ 
ing an explosion and this would be the most 
fatal thing they could do because of the 
shock front created by the explosion. 

Respectfully submitted 
William H. Bird NRC Licensee 
Certified Government Instructor 
Muncy, Pa. 


The waning of the season..., its last 
refrains... 

The summertime chores still in the plan¬ 
ning, as we prepare for autumn canning..., 
the oil-based paints in unopened cans, 
cooler nights..., no need for the fans, 
the beans in the garden, toughening now. 
the late morning light, the heavy dews. 

The flowers’ mixed colors, the bowing 
hews, complete the stage for summer’s last 
views. 

The family cook-out, the Sunday drive, 
the slanting shadows, the holiday pride. 

the trips to the shore, the sunburned face, 
all gone now: and in its place: 

The school bell rings for good or ill, no 
more trips, the calendar’s still. 

Off to the clothes mart for jeans and pens, 
another year’s toil about to begin. 

Through these days as we ponder and 
play, we’re surely reminded, 
of the waning season, as it drifts away. 

“Ah," but we say, “Life’s just great, sea¬ 
sonal change we just can’t wait!” 

Now it’s bowling teams and football 
games, community meetings and PTA’s. 

Christmas Clubs II be coming due, the 
zest of the fall’ll be there too. 

With ripened pumpkin and sweet cider 
too, a waljc in the woods, a most beautiful 
view. 

A little nostalgia as we walk along, and 
note with a sadness, “...all too few...’” 

the bicycle rides, the tennis games, the 
dive in the pool, the summer rains, 

“they’re just about over, they’re almost 
gone." ... a haunting refrain, as we walk 
along. 

Tom Kenny 
Jermyn 


Happy birthday 

Happy Birthday Sept. 1 to one of the 
MIRROR’S first subscribers, Andrew (Bill) 
Kutch. Hudson St., Jermyn, and on Sept. 6 
to his son, Dennis Kutch, 406 Gibson St., 
Jermyn, from his family; and Happy belated 
birthday Aug. 28 to his 10-year-old daugh¬ 
ter, Stacey. 

Happy belated 13th anniversary Aug. 31 
to Julie Lahey’s Mom and Dad, Helen and 
Stevie Lahey, of Jessup, formerly of May- 
field and Jermyn. respectively. 

Happy Birthday Sept. 5 to John Walter 
Jr., Pleasant Avenue, Peckville, son of Mrs. 
Alice Walter, 601 Madison Ave., Jermyn, 
and John Walter Sr., Hickory Street, Peck¬ 
ville; and to Debbie Kuzmak, Jefferson 
Avenue, Jermyn. Sept. 6, (together with get- 
well wishes.) 


lave the benefit of one hours instruction 

onceming radiation we could possibly save r O I I Pi Q I Q t O Q 

5 million of the 110 million slated to die in OlUlCO 

he case of a nuclear attack! _ , 

People living in the fringe area (zones C fTI OOT I PI 
ind D) could save themselves if they knew 
vhat to do. If an attack should take place 

iresently in the United States many people A regular meeting of the Northeast Pen- 
vould go to their windows to watch follow- nsylvania Volunteer Ambulance Associa- 
ng an explosion and this would be the most tion will be held Thursday, Sept. 3,8 p.m., at 
atal thing they could do because of the Wayne Memorial Hospital. Honesdale. 
hock front created by the explosion. It will be hosted by the Honesdale squad. 

Respectfully submitted |—\ A \ / • 

William H Bird NRC Licensee UMV S6tS 
Certified Government Instructor 

Mun ' district meeting 

WALKING ALONG All Chapter No. 98 DAV members are 

urged to attend the nomination and election 
The bicycle rides, the tennis games, the of District No. I officers at the Cottage Hose 


divniiUhe pool, the summer rains. 

The back-yard garden, red inflamed; from 
first tomato to last bouquet.. 


Company Sunday, Sept. 6, at 2 p.m. 

Refreshments will be served at the conclu¬ 
sion of the District No. I business. 


i 


i, 



HV Donnell*. 
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Thoughts on Pioneer Days 


I love a parade 


By NAN WATERS 


And then it began ... the behemoths of the 
Carbondale Fire Company, trucks and 
engines, one after the other ... the motorcy¬ 
cle police ... four mounted Pennsylvania 
State Police forming an honor guard. 

Bands, pompom girls, baton twirlers, 
marching smartly, brightly, in cadence ... 
one after the other. 

The politicians and elected officials in 
their shiny convertibles ... including a state 
senator and a Congressional Medal of 
Honor winner. 

Classic cars ... the celebrities ... Carmen 
Basilio and Oscar Robertson, and, at last... 
the Lone Ranger. Skittish horses, the Pio¬ 
neer Days queen and her pretty attendants, 
looking self-conscious. More bands ... the 
Irem Motor Corps motorcycles. The West 
Point Army Band ... twirlers, beautifully 
decorated floats, the McGuire Air Force 
Band, more horses ... more floats, the Kit¬ 
chen Band whooping it up on a flatbed 
truck. 

Boy Scouts, Cub Scouts, the National 


Guard, ... a kaleidoscope of color, one unit 
after the next. 

On they came, stepping to the music, tiny 
tots and older folks, blue-uniformed, white 
gloved firemen, bearing silver vases filled 
with fresh flowers in memory of their 
departed brothers ... and then more fire- 
trucks and ambulances... 

When at last the procession ended, the 
crowds, dispersed, bearing folded lawn 
chairs and umbrellas. A tiny tot stood help¬ 
lessly as her silver, heart-shaped balloon 
broke from its string and floated up over 
Salem Avenue. 

The crush of people, many toting goldfish 
in plastic baggies, and kids’ portraits tapped 
out on computers, from the Pioneer Days 
stands, headed for home. 

Traffic thickened, kids whined, friends 
greeted each other. We wound our way out 
of traffic and headed down Route 6 for 
home. A sign at a Childs restaurant, in trib¬ 
ute to the Lone Ranger, said it all: 

“Happy Trails, Kemo Sabe." 


1 love a parade. 

What kid, from 3 the 83, doesn’t? 

Before the parade passes by, there’s an 
energy, an excitement in the air that you can 
feel, and you can almost see. 

Saturday's Third Annual Pioneer Days 
parage, which took almost two hours, was 
no exception. 

Spectators began gathering early, before 
high noon, for the 1 p.m. procession. Par¬ 
ents pushing kids in umbrella-handled 
strollers; vendors hawking colorful flags and 
toys and over-priced balloons; older people 
settling themselves into porch chairs along 
the parade route. Many of them came fully 
equipped with expensive cameras, 
scanners and radios. 

And as stepping-off time approached, the 
scream of sirens and bull horns wracked the 
air. Skies were overcast... the day was grey. 

“When’s it cornin’?” asked little kids, 
huddled along the curbs. “When’s it cornin’, 
Dad?” * - 


CROWD ALONG Main Street section of parade route was similar to this group 
photographed across from reviewing stand. 


MEALS ON WHEELS Kitchen Band provided music for the crowds as they went along 
Saturday afternoon. 


TO PLEASE CROWD from Sixth Avenue to Seventh Avenue on Main Street, Clayton 
Moore, the actor who was the original Lone Ranger, walks down Main Street. Escorting 
the parade’s grand marshal are Joe Bianco, left, and Sgt. Thomas Murphy. Dignitaries, 
including Moore, departed parade route at city hall grandstand, leaving crowd past that 
point without seeing the star until he asked to walk down street. 


ANNUAL FAVORITE in local parade, this antique Martz Lines bus travels past part of 
Main Street crowd._ 


OSCAR ROBINSON,National Basketball great, waves to photographer from his 
grandstand seat while Carmen Basilio, seated at right, watches Saturday’s Pioneer Days 
parade. 


LITTLE LEAGUE PHILLIES are No. 1. The team rode along parade route in pickup 
truck complete with their names inscribed on sides. 










